"IT IS TO CHARGE ALL THINGS YOU FASHION k/ITH A BREATH OF 
YOUR OMN SPIRIT, AND TO KNOM THAT ALL THE BLESSED DEAD 
ARE STANDING ABOUT YOU AND ETCHING." 



FOR MY SISTER, ROCHELLE 
FOR NICOLOS 
AND FOR MY DAD 



FOUR YEARS (A PREFACE) 



the girl in front of me while i am trying to buy tuna sandwich is 
saying to the lady that her aunt moved to florida and she is 
jealous, the lady is saying that her sister lives in florida and 
she always says she is jealous but her sister says that she would 

just move right back and she says 'hell no', i wonder why she does 
not move to florida but then i remember a conversation with her 
outside of the library when she told me about her daughter and 
complained about the buffalo chicken wraps, we smoked the rest of 
our cigarettes in silence. 

while i was writing this a professor i've never had came up to me 
to ask me about kenneth goldsmith visit, he told me that he 
thought the part about michael jackson was sublime, he told me he 
liked that story that i wrote about 'the lady making the lists.' i 
said 'sweet' which seems wrong because he is like 65 or something, 
he reminds me of merlin from the sword in the stone but only at 
that part where he gets his beard stuck in the door and then pulls 
it out and it wraps around his face and then he uses his cane to 
unwrap it and it turns into a big poof, only that part. 

i do not have the book for my art history class but it was ok 
because we had a guest speaker, his name was david. he was 
visiting from New Orleans, i think i saw the letters 'WTF' when i 
heard this because rochelle died in New Orleans four years ago 
today, i think he is trying to get a job at Otterbein. he showed 
us a powerpoint about the Sotho women and their art. the title was 
"hot women!" the hotness had to do with their essence. He tried to 
explain and a girl that is a theatre major said 'like, your vibe' 
and he said 'yeah, exactly like your vibe, it's exactly like 
that.' seemed like we were supposed to grade him. there was a 
piece of paper with questions about how he did. 

i kept falling asleep and then catching myself not because it was 
boring but just because i think i was only physically there, 
yesterday i woke up thinking 'i'm going to drive to ponchatoula 
today', when i was awake i realized that was not possible, 
ponchatoula is a town in Louisiana next to the one i grew up in. 
you go down a road that ends in a cemetery, you turn left to get 
to the middle of town. There's a daiquiri place and an alligator 
in a cage by the railroad tracks, if you turn right you go to the 



interstate and from there you can go anywhere i guess. 

when i was in high school i would drive down the road to the 
cemetery to visit my dad. i would listen to van morrison and sit 
on top his grave smoking weed, i would poke the seeds and stems 
into the ground, a few years ago rochelle called me at six in the 
morning to tell me that she had gone to the cemetery, i remember 
saying 'are you on drugs.' 

after the powerpoint my voice sounded groggy and i told new 
Orleans david in my groggy voice that i was sorry i kept falling 
asleep but that my sister died four years ago today and that it 
was weird that he was there, he said, 'yeah timing' and i said 
'yeah', today my hair is in a bun on top of my head and when i 
walked away i felt like it made me look insane to david. i did not 
look at anyone until the tuna sandwich lady and then wizard 
professor . 

i do not feel any different and yet everyday i feel somehow 
different, i know it will just keep going on like this, fitzgerald 
said something about the test of a first rate intelligence being 

the ability to hold two opposing thoughts in the head at the same 
time and still retain the ability to function, i feel often very 
dumb, feel like i am always thinking two different things, feel 
like i don't know what constitutes function, feel like science 
proves that rochelle is still here-- something about energy never 
being lost only transferred, feel like singing, feel like i want 
to forget about jealousy, feel like i want to work harder, feel 
like i love cigarettes, feel like i love drinking, feel like i 
love Columbus but not so much the place as the people, feel like 
consistency is overrated, feel like i'll contradict everything 
i've ever said or written, feel like it has to be like this 
because being alive is a contradiction, doing two opposing things 
at once, living but also dying, whatever that is that's in 
between, feel like i want people to treat other people good, feel 
like i want to become more patient, feel like any 
light/warmth/beauty that you see in me only comes from those that 
i have seen it in. feel like i wouldn't be here without my sister, 
feel like 'here' is inevitable, there is a Christmas wreath on the 
ramp to 71 S from school and it is finally turning yellow 



T A B L 
EOF 

C 0 N T 
E N T S 



POETRY 



last night 
i could not 
tell the difference 
between Dying 
and Writing Poetry 
so i just stared 
out the window 
twi rl i ng my bush- 
the leaves on the tree 
outside my window 
looked like a raccoon 
made of ash 
and shadow 
and i forgot 
my cats see 
better at night 
than i do- 
how embarrassing. 



SELF PORTRAIT, 2014 



OCEAN PLUS FOREST 
EQUALS HORSES HORSES 
PLUS TULIP EQUALS 
PASTURES PASTURES PLUS 
PLASTIC EQUALS BROTHER 
BROTHER PLUS LOSSES 
EQUALS FISHES FISHES 
PLUS MOUNTAIN EQUALS 
FEATHERS FEATHERS PLUS 
HAMMER EQUALS FATHERS 
FATHERS PLUS ABSENCE 
EQUALS FATHERS FATHERS 
PLUS EQUALS EQUALS 
ABSENCE. (TOPOLOGY) 



LIKE TO THINK 



OF A TIME W 
MOTHER WORE 



HER-B"ROTHEa'S 



H A rif ^M f - D 

HID:;F.JELD 

UNDER THE 
SINK. : ' 





Its A Vicki's bday today.. 



Feb 16, 2013, 1:05 AM 



Mom where is you unicorn 
collection? Can I have it? 



Delivered 



Feb 16, 2013, 8:12 AM 



? Babe were you doing 
shots? Your mummy 
doesnt collect anything let 
alone unicorns haha!! 



Feb 16, 2013, 9:17 AM 



The renewal for your 
drivers license came 
yesterday .Are you going to 
^ get an Ohio license? 



(GUILT) 



MY FIRST CATHOLIC DICTIONARY 



e as 1n evil, eve 

e as in create, detect 

e as in devi 1 , rel i c 

e as in silent, angel 

e as in average, fern 



PLAYGROUND. 1996 



people dying, children crying 
people dying, children crying 

crack an egg on your head 

1 et the yol k run down 

crack an egg on your head 

1 et the yol k run down 

people dying, children crying 
people dying, children crying 

stab a knife in your back 
let the blood run down 
stab a knife in your back 
let the blood run down 

people dying, children crying 
people dying, children crying 



pot luck crockery 
shut up 

i 'm as much yours as you are mine 

so why didn't our parents tell us that was nothing. 

i remember praying to saint anthony 
saying saint anthony 
saint anthonyyyy 

please turn around 

something is lost that can't be found. 

it was the diamond from my mother's left ear. 

i prayed the rosary too, in the corner of my room, 
mother said the electric bill was too high, i told her 
that i'd take care of it. 



she found her earring in the track of the sliding glass 
door, the lights stayed on the whole year. 



why didn't our parents try to convince us that was the 
real magic, instead of insisting upon this inevitable 
"logic" of love? 



HAPPY BIRTHDAY LITTLE BROTHER OR, ONE OF 
THOSE TRICK CANDLES 



Mom and dad are skipping around the dining room table 
They wear party hats 

Mom and dad are skipping around the table and they are naked 
wearing party hats 

It is your birthday baby brother and mom and dad are naked 
wearing party hats skipping around our wooden dining room table 

It is a Tuesday 

Almost 3 o'clock 



They are naked laughing skipping yelping shrieking panting crying 
wearing party hats and we cannot look away. 



Do you remember on tv? The story of the man who at top speed fell 
off his big grey horse? His ears and eyes were bleeding was all 
that he could recall clearly. He said through his thick 
moustache, "That's blood." 



It is Friday 



almost 5 o'clock 



Your cake sits between the two of us and they have not stopped. 



Baby brother it is your birthday and mom and dad are wearing 
party hats skipping naked around our wooden dining room table and 
they have iced your cake in kerosene and dipped our heads in wax 
and little brother I am proud to announce that our parents, their 
palms, this marriage, our house, is finally catching fire. 
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I WALKED INTO THE 



THOUGHTS TWIRLING 



THE SHOWER. A BABY. 



GRAVEL PLAYGROUND 



HERE TO WARN YOU 



BUT I WAS NOT LI 



STRETCHED INTO 




WERE TWIRLING 
LED OF THUNDER IN 
TED ACROSS A ONCE 
TOLD ME I CAME 
CAME HERE TO WARN. 
TRACTED. YOUR MOUTH 
ING AND STRETCHING. 



YOUR MOUTH WAS N^W DETACHED FROM YOUR BODY. IT 
WAS FLOATING TOW^D ME, ACCUSATORY, SOMEWHERE. 
INSIDE THE HOUSE, ViKE A TRICK* FROM YOUR 
GAPING MOUTH POURe\ CHARCOAL NOT WORDS. YOU 
SAID I WANT TO KISsXtHE INDIVIDUAL HAIRS OF 
YOUR BODY. BLUSHING iVsTARED INTO THE BOX OF 



YOU 



OUTH. I WAS SUD 



S SUDDOLY STANDING ATOP A 
CNIC TAhlE 1-2-3 TOUCHING THE 
TERS. WHILE HE 

LIKE A FISH 





THE TANNINS 



Because you are more than twice my age, we drink wine together. 
You say To You. 
I say To You. 
You say To Me. 
I say To Me. 

We swirl & sip: To The Future 

(You ask me what I can taste) 
ve 1 vet 
nail s 

knotted pine 

I realize I have constructed my grandparent's house. The one that 
sits on land with trees and ditches. The one built by an old 
man's hands. The one with gas heaters, in clicking pockets on the 
wal 1 s . 



Knowing you would find this engaging, I say nothing. 



SHE HOLDS. ALSO A WINE OF GLASS. SHE 
HOLDS ALSO HIM, IN THE ROOM --HOW TO 
HOLD EACHOTHER WITH ARM MISSING. ONE 
ANOTHER JUST MISSING EACHOTHER IN 
ROOMS. I TOLDJA I ALREADY SAW THIS 
ONE. DID*I#ELL YOU I ALREADY SAW 

THIS ONE? SLOTTED SPOON AND A 
DECORATIVE THROW PILLOW. A BUST OF 
YOUR GRANDFATHER'S WIFE. TINY JAR OF 
CLIPPINipS NOT CUT BUT RIPPED FRO^ TH 



[S OF YOU 



LIPPIN^pS NOT CUT BUT RIPPED FROM THE 
FINGE|s of YOUR^^BjllNGS.^ FRONT 
PORCH. ON' rdiiR BEDSIDE TABLE. fOU DROF 
THE GLAS-C WHERE ARE YOUR ARMS? YOUR 
MINDS-MlE ARE ARENT WE HOLQTNG 
EACHOfcl?HER?> EACH'^WHER HOLDING ^ 
OURSELVES IN 'tH^ TOMB,S?*We TOUCH. 
KEYLESS^^ENTRANCE. WE STAY UNABLE TO 
GO BESIDES, THEY ALL HAVE PAINTED A 
NICE DISPLAY ON IT. OUR DOG IS HERE 
^.M^.3hjL TOO. 



WHAT MY FATHER GAVE ME 




MY FATHER 
MY NOSE, 
HE GAVE 
SISTER 
POETRY OF 
GIBRAN. 
ME A 

HUMOR AND 
REDS. HE 
DRAWING 
GARFIELD 
BIPOLAR 
HE GAVE 

UNCANNY ABILITY TO LIE AND A STRONG LIVER 



GAVE ME 
MY CHIN. 
ME A 
AND THE 
KHALIL 
HE GAVE 
SENSE OF 
MARLBORO 
GAVE ME A 
OF 
AND 

DISORDER. 

ME AN 
GAVE ME A 



CHARISMATIC SOCIAL PERSONA. GAVE ME A LONGING FOR THE 
OCEAN AND A COPY OF TO KILL MOCKINGBIRD ON VHS. GAVE 
ME EXCUSES FOR SELFISHNESS . HE GAVE ME LISA FRANK 
STATIONARY. HE GAVE ME SKILLED MANIPULATION OF OTHERS 
AND A SINCERE DESIRE TO HELP THEM. HE GAVE ME A BOOK 
WITH A LOCKET IN IT. HE GAVE ME A REASON TO QUIT. HE 
GAVE ME A REASON TO KEEP GOING. HE GAVE ME AN ADDICTION 
TO PLEASURE. HE GAVE ME 



IS THIS WORKING IS THIS WORKING IS THIS WORKING IS THIS WORKING 



THIS IS WORKING THIS IS WORKING THIS IS WORKING THIS IS WORKING IS THIS 



THE WALLS ARE TALKING 

1. J STRUGGLES TO UNLOCK THE DOOR. STEPS INSIDE. 

2. L TURNS HEAD TOWARDS J AND SMILES SLIGHTLY. TURNS BACK TO TV 
AND CHANGES CHANNEL. 

3. J WALKS THROUGH LIVING ROOM PAST L AND TV INTO KITCHEN AND 
GRABS A BEER FROM THE REFRIGERATOR. 

4. J STARES AT PANTRY TO THE RIGHT OF THE SINK AND SCRATCHES THE 
SIDE OF FACE WITH THUMB. 

5. J GOES BACK TO REFRIGERATOR OPENS AND STARES INTO IT. THEN 
CLOSES. 

6. J OPENS TOP FREEZER. TAPS HIS FINGER ON THE HANDLES. STARES 
THEN CLOSES. 

7. J OPENS REFRIGERATOR STARES INTO IT. L WALKS INTO KITCHEN AND 
SITS AT TABLE. J CLOSES REFRIGERATOR. 

8. J OPENS FREEZER STARES THEN CLOSES IT. JOINS L AT TABLE. 

9. L TWIRLS HAIR THEN GRABS DIRTY FORK LYING ON TABLE AND 
PRETENDS TO STAB THE HAND THAT HOLDS J'S BEER. MAKES NOISES. 

10. J GRABS FORK FROM L AND PRETENDS TO STAB HIMSELF IN THE EYES. 
L LAUGHS. 

11. J LAUGHS. 
12. L LAUGHS. 



13. J GRABS BEER. WALKS UPSTAIRS AND RUNS INTO CLOSED BATHROOM 
DOOR. 

14. J OPENS AND WALKS IN, PLACES BEER ON BACK OF TOILET AND 
TURNS ON SINK FAUCET. 

15. J STARES INTO OVAL-FRAMED MIRROR. PUSHES HAIR BACK FROM 
FOREHEAD AND SQUINTS. 



16. J LATHERS SOAP UP TO ELBOWS WITH SEAFOAM GREEN BAR AND TURNS 
THE WATER HOTTER. 



17. J PLACES SOAPY HANDS ON THE RIM OF SINK. STARES INTO MIRROR 
AND FLARES NOSTRILS TO ONE MISSISSIPPI. TWO MISSISSIPPI... 



18. J WASHES HANDS UP TO ELBOWS THEN FACE. DRIES THEM BOTH ON 
CREAM-COLORED TOWEL WITH TWO PINK DUCKS. 



19. J OPENS CABINET ABOVE TOILET AND REMOVES TWO QTIPS FROM 
PLASTIC BOX. TURNS BACK TO MIRROR. SMACKING ELBOW ON CABINET 
DOOR. 



20. J STICKS QTIP INTO LEFT EAR SEVERAL TIMES UNTIL J GAGS. 
CONTINUES WITH THE RIGHT. 



21. J TAKES LID OFF TRASH CAN BELOW AND STICKS QTIPS INTO PILE 
OF TRASH SO THAT THEY STICK UP LIKE FLAGS ON TOP OF A MOUNTAIN. 



22. J GRABS BEER FROM BACK OF TOILET. TAKES THREE LARGE GULPS. 
BELCHES. TAKES THREE MORE. 



23. J TURNS ON ONLY HOT WATER, LATHERS SOAP UP TO ELBOWS. 
SCRAPES UNDER FINGERNAILS. SCRATCHES AT FOREARMS. 



24. J WASHES HANDS AND ARMS THEN WIPES THEM ON DIFFERENT CREME- 
COLORED TOWEL WITH THREE BLUE DUCKS. 

25. J EXITS BATHROOM, TURNS LIGHT OFF THEN BACK ON AGAIN, WALKS 
DOWNSTAIRS. 



26. L RETUTNS INSIDE LIVING ROOM AFTER SMOKING CIGARETTE, CLICKS 
DOOR LOCKED. 

27. J GETS BEER FROM REFRIGERATOR, RIPS THROUGH RESEALABLE BAG 
OF BEEF JERKY, FINDS BIGGEST PIECE, SITS AT KITCHEN TABLE. 



28. L GRABS DAISY EMBROIDERED OVEN MITT, REMOVES COOKED FROZEN 
VEGETARIAN PIZZA FROM OVEN. 

29. L HANDS J PIZZA CUTTER MADE TO LOOK LIKE SMILEY FACE, J CUTS 
THE PIZZA WITH SECOND PIECE OF JERKY HANGING OUT OF MOUTH. 



30. L FOLLOWS J INTO LIVING ROOM WHERE L HAS SET UP TV TRAYS, 
WITH PIZZA ON PAPER PLATES, THEY SIT DOWN TO EAT, AND WATCH. 



ON TAKING A BREAK 



I have a six pack of BEAST 

And that movie where Nicolas Cage runs down the street screaming 
I'M A VAMPIRE I'M A VAMPIRE 
Is coming on at four 

And I know you're probably skating right now 

But maybe later we can watch it 

And eat some fried chicken 

And give each other oral sex 

Even though I've never called it that before 

And even though 

You know 

We're not 

Together . 

On Tuesday it wouldn't work 
But on Saturday it might 

And who knows 
Maybe it did. 



ABSTINENCE ONLY 
SEX EDUCATION 
WAS A 50 YEAR OLD MAN 
WITH A LISP 
TELLING 'US GIRLS' 
AMD GIRLS DON'T SAY 
DON'T, STOP 
DON'T, STOP 

BECAUSE THAT SOUNDS LIKE 

DON'T STOP 

(LAUGHS) 



REPRESSED 
FEMALE 
VOICE 



MCCABE & MRS. MILLER 
& MINNIE & MOSKOWITZ 
& ME & ME RE YOU 



outside on the marquis 
people passing in the rain 
read our names 
with ampersand 

and roger ebert is dead now 

only got it wrong a few times 

he was unsure 

what about this s1mon and 
garfunke 1 ? 

And i am only graduating 

when the credits roll 

to a self feverishly taped 
together 

with the scraps, dropped and 
swept to the corners 

of the cutting room floor. 

how easy to forget all the 
ways you used to be. 



but still in the first 
half 

i can dream 

in that primal unspace 

watching myself up there 

identify with every 
person 

who has never had a clue 

but is really good at 
faking it 

and i enjoy as you do 

the small perky breasts 

of a blonde goddess , 
predating popcorn 

let alone the magic 
1 antern 

reading from left to 
right 

she states her name, her 
very person 

illuminating space. 



you can't tell everything 
about me by going through my 
purse . 



the best ones are the ones 
with a sad ending 

but i know you like a good 
screwball comedy 

so at the table i act insane, 
eating angel hair 

with big eyes like chaplin 

shouting. SOME LIKE IT HOT 

until it is no longer funny. 



In the dark we ' 1 1 
speak, 

holding books up to light, 
only stopping to throw 
unopened bags of pistachios 

to the homeless man standing 

two floors below, who 

is thankful but wonders if 

we have any bottled water. 



and who doesn't have the heart 
to beg? 



everything 1 know about 
capital Ism 1 learned from 
John ford 

f 1 ashback to you i n 
seventh grade 

reading the communist 
manifesto & 

wal king mi 1 es with 
nothing but a sketchbook 

stopping once you get to 
the pal e grey wal 1 , to 
argue 

with no one but yourself 

graffiti scrawled, LIFE 
IS SHIT 

and you laugh to yourself 
thinking, yeah 

as you hurl pieces of 
broken cement 

in a rational attempt to 
dot three Is 



my mother draws a line, 
down 

the middle of some loose- 
leaf paper 

tells me, make a list: 
Things You Want In A Man 

Things You Don't 

and so some far away part 
of me 




JOHN FORD W/EYEPATCH IN 15 SECONDS 



weeps for her, as she sinks 
into the black leather 

of a couch lit by late night 
reality television. 



so i'll take the anti -western 

boots on wood and a glass of 
whi skey 

i'll take the cramped dark 
space 

and Chinese opium 

over the task of Taming the 
Man , 

The Wild. 

or peeling potatoes for 
my children. 



few things feel worse 
than being content 

and i've had sex before, 
so 

i 'm unabl e to buy the 
endi ng 

the world's been selling 
me since birth 



or maybe i just can't 
afford it. 



and so 
therefore 
because 
if, then 



want our names to be read with 
an ampersand 

because this is just a 
busi ness 

business of being born and of 
feel i ng 

without ever having had to 
express the desire 

thrust into the earth, the 
chair 

when the doctor says happy 
i shudder because 



they say we like movies 
because we cannot deny 
their temporal space. 



and so 
therefore 
because 
if, then 



a certain hostility toward 
suture . 

because when we wal k 

we sometimes walk by produce 

and while you look for the 
right mango 

or tomato 

i touch the inside of your 
thigh 

because like donald Sutherland 
you are very tall 
and calm 

and quiet 

and 1 i ke jane f onda 
i am outwardly 
strong ; 

only secretly sweet 

although I am not 

a high price call girl or 

a 70s feminist icon 

I still walk stupidly through 
grocery stores 

Imagining so, and forgetting 
somehow 

that kl ute was al so a 
disturbing thriller 



but we are not on 
eel 1 ul oi d 

this is no digital 
exi stence 

save for my fingers 

touching fruit, 
touching you 

is really nothing like a 
movi e 

except for the part 
where it ends. 



THE STRAW AND THE BLACK EYED PEA 



Consider now going into the field. 

It happens in the morning; the chain link woven with wild flowers 
and trash from the liquor store. All tangled with weeds and 
frosted by dew-- The perimeter a quiet lace around the collar of 
an emerald green asylum. 



You cannot help it now but hop the fence into the field. 



You ask me why and the truth is that I do not know why we bring 
our bodies here or why it smells of the mauve terry cloth that my 
grandmother Blanche bathed me with in a back porch tub of some 
late Louisiana summer. We are in Ohio now, yes. It is winter now, 
yes. But please, take these soaps shaped like tiny pillows into 
your pale floating hands. They smell of rose water and discreetly 
dusting doilies. An old lady too old now to crochet. 



In the summer you and I are told the story of the straw and the 
black-eyed pea. I can't remember how it goes exactly but I know 
they run away together, escaping through the backdoor screen. The 
humans never knew what happened, didn't even realize they were 
gone but I know and so do you. Their bodies unraveled in the 
sewer on some late Tuesday afternoon. 



DEDUCTIVE REASONING 



Because you are kind to me, I can only feel shitty. 
My guilt swarms hot and my throat closes 

Because he is talking passionately over catfish and asparagus 
I realize it's your father I'd rather wake up next to 

Because I am working (and failing) at being alone 

I fall asleep to the sounds of my television 

Because we are trying to be good people 

We steal flower pots shaped like geese, and running put them into a 
strangers' red sports car 

Because we are not actually good people 

We give in and feel only lonelier in what some would call sinning 

Because you're wife is dead, and you're children grown 

I can only hear the frogs in the pond, as you go down on me in the 
park at midnight 

Because you say this is too threatening, 

I give a homeless man 20 dollars and try to walk home 

Because I can see my sister's eyes as she said crying, / knew it 
couldn't last forever, 

I'm unable to speak in this car, driving to Target for bedsheets and 
cheap shampoo 



ON CRUISES 



Seems like I have been in a lot of situations where people start 
talking shit about cruises. By a lot of situations I mean a 
few, and by talking shit I mean speaking in this condescending 
tone suggesting that maybe it's for some people but not for them. 
Like they are just slightly above taking a cruise. 



I always find myself invested in the conversation because there 
is something about white people talking about what vacation 
they'd rather take that is irritating and engaging. And so while 
I've thought about the existential complications of travel in 
general^ I always find myself defending the cruise. I've had 
some experience with cruises because I come from a family that is 
not above taking a cruise-a family that will take any vacation 
they can get. 



So maybe these people will start off by saying that they just 
don't see the point. They don't like the beach that much anyway-- 
Like, where would they go? The Bahamas? 



So then I'll say something about how my grandparents 
went on a cruise to Alaska. That my grandmother sent me 
the best smoked salmon that I've tasted and that I've 
never seen my stern grandfather more excited about 
nature than when he was talking about watching the 
whales from a boat in the bay. But this usually doesn't 
work because maybe these people don't really eat fish 
or they will seem just above things like Alaska. Or 
whal es . 

They'll move on to the senselessness of being on a 
crowded boat in the middle of the ocean. So ironic that 



^ And so I think about David Foster Wallace, about his non-fiction essays re traveling and being a 
tourist. Seems true that the act of being a tourist is sort of gross. Seems true that tourists destroy 
the authenticity of the place they visit, and ironic that authenticity being the reason that they 
visit in the first place. But it also seems true that any move you make after the industrial 
revolution is fucked. 



there's a chlorinated pool on the deck. I'll mention 
that my brother had a pretty good time on the water 
slide and the boat didn't really seem that crowded. In 
an attempt to unify us, I'll mention the 24-hour brick 
oven pizza buffet because people usually seem to agree 
on pizza. But then maybe they'll say something about 
buffets and obesity and the state of the countries' 
collective BMI. 

So I'll say true, true, but that the real trip happens 
when you get off of the ship. Like when my parents and 
sister and I went tubing through caves in Belize or 
when I climbed a pyramid in Chechen Itza. At the top I 
was frozen, terrified because these were the pyramids 
of the Mayans or Aztecs, the kind with stairs that are 
surprisingly steep. 

Maybe they ask about the beaches-they ' ve got to be 
crowded. And I'll say that yeah beaches with clear 

water seem generally crowded but once, my mom and I 
went snorkeling off the shore and spotted a manta ray 
the size of a car. We held our breath in the snorkels 
and hovered over its slow sweeping wings. 

But these people who are just above cruises will not be 
convinced. They will still talk and sound like they are 
just above taking a cruise. They'll say, I just don't 
know-being stuck on a boat with a bunch of people? What 
about swine flu or food poisoning. Plus, a lot of those 
ships are breaking down. 

And so I tell them about the time that the senior 
graduating class two years below me all took a cruise 
together after graduation. That the son of a family 
that my family is friends with got drunk one night and 
was arguing with his girlfriend and then took off his 
hat and took out his wallet and jumped over the side of 
the ship. And this is the end of the conversation 
because you can't say anything else. Because yeah maybe 
taking a cruise is stupid and maybe killing yourself is 
stupid but no one is above getting too drunk and taking 
off your hat and taking out your wallet and jumping 
over the side of a cruise ship with the expectation 
that you'll just be right back. 



THE BLAZER SISTERS AT THE AGE OF TWENTY-SIX 

Attached at the hip, conjoined twin sisters in the 18^^ century 
They wore separate bonnets but carried one parasol 
Two arms, Two arms 
Two legs, Two legs 

Under the separate skirts, each a separate woman 
And I wonder did they long for the same lover 
Wish to be pleasured separately, or together 
Who holds the parasol, who decides 
Which way to go 
What company to keep 
Because I imagine 

That The Blazer Sisters At the Age of Twenty-Six 

Had an easier time agreeing 

Than I do on a regular basis 

Because I am only one 

But also surely two 

And maybe there is a hidden luxury 

In having the self physically divided 

Secret halves that may be also wholes-- 

Mine is a hidden handicap 

While The Blazer Sisters At the Age of Twenty-Six, 

Their limitations physical, visible, natural 

Mine are just the side effects of a crippling narcissism 

And a grotesque inability to think of anyone but my selves. 



/ 



INDUCTIVE REASONING 



I stuck my finger in the bowl. 

I don't know what semen looks like in a toilet bowl of pee. 
I swirled my finger. 

It became clear to me that It was only toilet paper. 
It had been beaten to a cloud from our pee streams. 
We had been peeing on top of it for a few hours. 
At your house we don't flush. 
At my house we're starting not to. 

Crane shot of myself with my finger in the pee/toilet paper cloud 
I first perceived as semen. 

I thought when you are sleeping with someone as in having sex 
with them, 

And sleeping with someone as in sleeping next to them, 
And peeing on top of their pee. 

And sticking your finger in the pee to see if it is also semen 

Then you are really alone. 

Like maybe that is one of the most alones. 

Crane shot became aerial view of aloneness captured via 
satellite. 

From the earth's orbit I saw me sticking my finger in pee because 
it is potentially semen. 

Saw myself swirling the cloud of toilet paper/pee. 
I became suddenly aware of gravity. 
That gravity may be the only thing you can count on. 
Gravity and death and a few other laws of motion. 



And then maybe not even that. 

So I went into the living room to read while you lay sleeping-- 
Your semen not inside of me 
And not in the toilet. 

But on a cardigan that belonged to my sister, so worn now 
It doesn't even have buttonholes anymore. 



LA CARRETA 



It takes a smaller starfish just seconds to traverse the 
larger starfish. Now what does this say about you and me? 

It took me twenty minutes to drive to a place I hadn't thought 
seconds about going. Now I realize I do not want to go here. 

When you were younger you dreamt about being a fish and then 

a little older about the fishing of them, about the risk of 
death 

The risk of propulsion 

The risk of forward 

The risk of everything that eluded you 

And now you are married to a woman and she does not eat fish. 

And at restaurants she reads many thing off of the menu out 
loud and the two of you are here because you are bored and 
cannot think of anything else to buy today plus you are 
hungry from buying things so now you are eating fish at a 
Mexican restaurant. 

She likes to say the things out loud. 

Fish are problematic for her, she likes mocking things she 
does not like. 

Things that elude her 

Things that scare her into feeling other larger, blurrier things 

So she gets it wrong 

She laughs at mayhee mayhee 



\fJhat a stupid name for a food 



She laughs again, mayhee mayhee 



Suddenly you remember your father returning home with the 
cicadas, leg in a cast, laying his catch on the cement. You 
walk toward each one lifeless and poke. You poke them in the 
eyes, each eye a black slimy pencil tip eraser that was made 
for you to poke. But the eye will not stay still and you can 
only sort of follow it, sort of swirl the dead fish eye 
around and around. You had always wanted to become a fish and 
now you are just this dead eye on this dead fish on this dead 
ground . 



Mayhee Mayhee, she says 
May he, May he 

May he find himself falling in and down toward the eye. 
And may he, may he 

May he see himself becoming nothing in its blackness, nothing 
that is more than the nothing that is now. 



MY BROTHER^WANTS TO JOIN THE ARMY 

I PICKED MY BROTHER UP FROM THE CARPOOL LINE AT 
SCHOOL. IT WAS A NICE DAY SO WE WALKED TO OUR 
HOUSE WHICH IS NOT USUAL BUT OUR FAVORITE 
OPTION. AS WE WERE WALKING HE STARTED MAKING ^ 
ARMY SOUND NOISES LIKE LASERY SOUNDING PEW-PEWS 
AND BOMBS EXPLODING. ACCOMPANIED BY STRANGE 
MOVEMENTS. 

I ASKED HIM WHY HE WAS MAKING SO MANY 'WAR 
NOISES' AND HE SAID THAT HE WANTED TO JOIN THE 
ARMY. I ASKED HIM WHY HE WANTED TO JOIN THE ARMY 
AND HE SAID SO HE CAN SHOOT PEOPLE AND KILL 
THEM. HE WAS EIGHT AT THE TIME. I WAS SURPRISED 
SO I CALLED HIM BY HIS NAME. I SAID WHY DO YOU 
WANT TO SHOOT PEOPLE. HAVE YOU THOUGHT ABOUT 
WHAT THAT WOULD MEAN. YOU WOULD BE RESPONSIBLE 
FOR TAKING SOMEONE'S LIFE AND YOU'D HAVE TO LIVE 
WITH IT. JUST THINK ABOUT IT. 

HE WAS QUIET FOR A WHILE AND HIS MOVEMENTS 
SETTLED AND HE AND HIS EYES DID THAT THING WHERE 
YOU FIXATE ON A CERTAIN SPOT IN ORDER TO SORT OF 
TURN AWAY FROM THE THING THAT YOU ARE THINKING 
ABOUT. FINALLY HE SAID. I DON'T REALLY WANT TO 
JOIN THE ARMY IT'S JUST THAT IF YOU'RE A SOLDIER 
THEN YOU DIE FASTER AND GO TO HEAVEN AND THEN 
YOUR LIFE IS EASIER. ^ 

THE REST OF THE WALK WE DIDN'T TALK BUT HE WOULD 
OCCASIONALLY PICK UP A ROCK AND HAND IT TO ME 
AND WE WENT ON LIKE THAT UNTIL WE GOT HOME WITH 
OUR POCKETS FULL OF STONES _ 



RE TURTLES: 

YOU TOLD ME THAT WHEN YOU WERE A 
KID YOU HAD TWO PET TURTLES THAT 
YOU LOVED AND THEN THEY GOT 
TURTLE LEPROSY AND ONE DAY YOU 
PICKED ONE OF THEM UP AND ONE OF 
ITS LEGS FELL OFF AND I STILL 
THINK THAT IS THE SADDEST THING 
THAT I HAVE HEARD AND I STILL 
FEEL IT IN MY STOMACH AND I 
STILL FEEL LIKE IT'S DUMB THAT I 
CAN'T TEXT YOU TO ASK YOU THEIR 
NAMES. 




( f 1 ori da ) 



seagu! 1 seal 1 nowhere 



(the parking lot) 



Crab Dances, 



a rock in your shoe 



FOR YOU SISTER. REGARDING YOUR DEATH 



AND EYEBROWS 



Mom never thought to teach us 
how 

Just 1 i ke baki ng or 
Which blush best suits 
We had to figure it out- 
How to shape our thick 
Dark eyebrows 

Like those of dad's or pawpaw's- 
We had a lot to work with 

Summer afternoon 

In a house with a door 

That was never locked 

You brushed mascara across yours 

We walked into the bathroom 
laughing 

That's not what that is for 
I think we have baby oil 
A bold and sticky move 

And then years later on a 
di f f erent 

Coast, lying in a bright room 

I stared at speckled ceiling 
ti 1 es 



As a Vietnamese woman applied 
wax to 

My wi ry arches 

I had not bought new clothes 

In over a year, I had not 
touched 

My eyebrows since, and I texted 
you: 

Don't ever get stoned and then 
go to get your eyebrows waxed 

It was too sensational 

You look surpri sed-the little 
Vietnamese woman laughed at me 

And I remember just thinking 

I am. 

It's just there's so many ways 
to go about it 

You can wax 

And then hold a tiny comb 
With tiny scissors 
Some people even use stencils 
Pencil in like I Love Lucy 
I've seen some that look like 
The golden arches of McDonald's, 
Even check marks, plucking 



Apparently 1s ok, but not 

Too often and luckily 

For these two sisters, 

The bold brow is in these days 

Do you remember seeing pictures 
of 

Julia Roberts in the 90s? 

For a while yours were too 
ski nny 

Around age 17 you found the 
perfect 

Shape-so natural , there was 
grace 

Returning from san Francisco, i 
Think it was the first thing 

I said to you, 

Your eyebrows look beautiful 

As if you had learned their 
anci ent 

Craft of shape, I admired 

Wondering, if I would ever find 
My shape 

You were ahead of your time 

You were always moving first and 
boldly 



I ran my right index finger 
across 

First your 1 eft 

Then your right eyebrow 

Then kissed your forehead and 

Bruise next to your eye 

Hands on an inflating/deflating 

bal 1 

You were ahead of your time 

A priest read the last rites 

Then asked me if I knew god 

And I wanted to scream 

FUCK YOU, And 

ARE YOU KIDDING, And 

FUCK YOU 

But I ignored him, weeping 
And staring 

At you 
At loss 

At your perfectly shaped 

Eternally haunting 
Eyebrows . 
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